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    What happens when ordinary believers decide that every choice—public or private—must be measured against the demanding pattern of a life of radical compassion? In His Steps, a religious novel by American minister and writer Charles M. Sheldon, emerged in the United States in the 1890s and is set chiefly in the fictional town of Raymond before widening into an urban milieu. Blending narrative drive with moral inquiry, it channels concerns of Protestant social reform while retaining the immediacy of parish life. The book’s central experiment unfolds within familiar civic, economic, and domestic spaces, testing how faith might operate where comfort, reputation, and livelihood are most at stake.

At the novel’s outset, a crisis of conscience confronts Reverend Henry Maxwell and his congregation, prompting a small circle to undertake a disciplined experiment in applied discipleship. Sheldon follows these figures through workplaces, neighborhoods, and public institutions as they try to align attitude and action, resisting the shortcuts of habit. The plot is straightforward and episodic, designed less for surprise than for a steady accumulation of ethical weight. The voice is earnest and accessible, the tone pastoral yet probing, with scenes that stage dilemmas rather than obscure them. The reading experience is reflective, inviting moments of self-assessment between chapters.

Sheldon writes in clear, plainspoken prose suited to congregational listening and personal devotion alike, favoring short chapters that turn on recognizable moral crossroads. The narration is sympathetic but unsparing, allowing readers to feel both the pull of convenience and the quiet force of conviction. Characters are presented through their vocational lives as much as their inner conflicts, so that choices at the pulpit, the newsroom, the office, or the parlor carry social consequences. The effect is cumulative: individual decisions create ripples that challenge prevailing assumptions about success, respectability, and responsibility without relying on sensational incident or melodramatic twists.

The themes are direct and resonant. Discipleship is treated as imitation in practice rather than assent in theory, foregrounding integrity when principles threaten income, reputation, or influence. The novel probes the ethics of power—economic, cultural, and institutional—and weighs charity against justice, private generosity against structural change. It examines conscience in community, showing how shared commitments can steady individuals when the cost of fidelity rises. Through recurring vocational tests, it raises questions about stewardship, speech, and neighbor-love that extend far beyond the sanctuary, urging readers to consider how belief informs contracts, headlines, schedules, and habits of consumption.

Situated in a rapidly industrializing America with widening disparities and crowded cities, the book participates in conversations that later came to be associated with the Social Gospel. Written by a working minister, it reflects pastoral attention to local suffering as well as public life, insisting that moral seriousness must engage systems as much as souls. Without polemicizing, Sheldon arranges his episodes so that readers glimpse the human stakes of policy, commerce, and culture. The historical atmosphere remains discernible—factory towns, bustling streets, and civic clubs—but the narration stays with faces and choices, translating broad social pressures into decisions ordinary people must make.

For contemporary readers, its abiding value lies in the practicality of its ethical invitation. The novel addresses the temptations of convenience that persist in today’s workplaces, marketplaces, and media ecosystems, asking how convictions might guide budgets, schedules, platforms, and partnerships. It suggests that integrity requires both courage and companionship, and that communities can design habits that make good intentions actionable. Readers from varied traditions—or none—can approach it as a sustained thought experiment about aligning ends and means, clarifying which loyalties are ultimate and which are merely inherited, expedient, or fashionable.

Approached on its own terms, In His Steps is best read as a catalyst for reflection rather than as a puzzle to be solved, since its interest lies in why people choose as they do, not in unforeseen reversals. Without revealing outcomes, this introduction notes only the initial commitment that frames the story and generates its moral momentum. The chapters encourage pause, conversation, and application, inviting readers to imagine local possibilities rather than admire distant heroes. That enduring invitation—testing daily decisions against a demanding moral exemplar—explains the book’s lasting presence and offers a steadying compass for readers navigating the complexities of modern life.
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    In His Steps, a religious novel by Charles M. Sheldon, uses a fictional Midwestern town, Raymond, to explore the practical demands of Christian discipleship within everyday life. The story opens when a destitute stranger appears at the church led by Reverend Henry Maxwell and questions the gulf between professed belief and lived compassion. After he collapses and is taken in, the congregation confronts its own complacency. Deeply moved, Maxwell invites volunteers to undertake a yearlong commitment: before any decision, they will pause to consider how closely their choice would mirror the pattern of Jesus’s life, regardless of convenience or cost.

A diverse circle responds to the challenge, including a celebrated singer, a prominent newspaper editor, a well-placed railroad official, several business owners, and wealthy young socialites. Their pledge immediately collides with entrenched habits, professional expectations, and community opinion. The singer must weigh commercial success against service to the poor. The editor reevaluates his newsroom’s priorities and revenue sources. The official confronts practices in his industry that seem routine yet ethically dubious. Friends and family question the wisdom of risking stability for principle. Sheldon structures the narrative as a sequence of personal tests, allowing readers to watch how the guiding question reframes ordinary choices.

One thread follows the newspaper’s transformation, charting the cost of honest reporting and the refusal of sensationalism or exploitative advertising. Circulation dips as popular features are dropped, and revenue shrinks when certain ad categories are declined. Staff resignations and public criticism mount, yet the editor persists in aligning coverage with the welfare of readers rather than with spectacle. The paper curtails Sunday operations, emphasizes constructive reform, and gives voice to people typically overlooked. Through this institutional case, the novel probes whether Christian ethics can reshape media culture without sacrificing viability, and how truth-telling might serve a city’s moral and civic health.

Another arc centers on compassion-driven outreach in Raymond’s toughest district, known as the Rectangle, where saloons, dance halls, and street poverty concentrate. Pledge-takers spend time there, discovering complex lives behind familiar stereotypes and confronting the limits of charity that never questions systems. The singer’s path intersects with this work, testing motives about acclaim, income, and the use of artistic gifts. Scenes of rescue efforts and public meetings reveal both sincere opposition from vice interests and uneasy ambivalence among respectable citizens. Sheldon emphasizes patient presence, shared risk, and practical aid, presenting discipleship as bodily, time-consuming solidarity rather than merely distant benevolence.

Questions of wealth and power surface as benefactors and executives consider the social consequences of their positions. Some redirect investments toward housing, temperance initiatives, and fair labor, experimenting with philanthropy that seeks long-term repair. Others confront corruption inside corporate hierarchies, discovering how entrenched incentives normalize moral compromise. The pledge’s simplicity becomes demanding as it forbids convenient half-measures, yet the characters must also discern prudence, timing, and the responsibilities they owe to employees and dependents. Conversations across classes and professions map the fault lines between expediency and conscience, showing how small, steady acts of integrity can unsettle accepted business practice.

As the experiment gains notice, the narrative broadens beyond Raymond to a larger urban congregation that adopts the same commitment. In this more complex setting, the guiding question encounters organized vice, political machines, labor unrest, and mass entertainment. Pastors, professionals, and wage earners test what principled choices look like when consequences ripple through whole neighborhoods. Some initiatives cohere into coordinated reform; others spark backlash or unintended strain. By juxtaposing personal devotion with civic structures, Sheldon explores how faith-inspired action scales, how coalitions form across denominational lines, and how public witness can both disturb and attract in a modern city.

Without resolving every dilemma, the novel steadily returns to its central inquiry, pressing readers to imagine ethical consistency in mundane and public life alike. It refrains from elaborate theological debate, focusing instead on observable conduct, mutual accountability, and the moral imagination required to translate belief into habit. The story’s enduring resonance lies in how it popularized a simple test for decision-making and situated it within journalism, philanthropy, labor, and urban mission. In His Steps thus stands as a touchstone of the Social Gospel tradition, inviting ongoing reflection on the costs, possibilities, and communal dimensions of following an examined path.
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    Published in 1896, In His Steps emerged from Charles M. Sheldon’s ministry at Central Congregational Church in Topeka, Kansas, where he read the story aloud in weekly installments. The novel is set in the contemporary United States and imagines ordinary institutions—churches, businesses, newspapers, and city halls—confronted by evangelical ethics. Its immediate milieu was the late Gilded Age, when Kansas’s rail-linked capital sat at the crossroads of prairie populism and national markets. Sheldon, a Congregationalist pastor educated at Andover Theological Seminary, wrote in a sermonic, accessible style intended for lay readers, situating the narrative within recognizable Protestant congregational life and civic structures.

The 1890s were marked by rapid industrialization, stark inequality, and social dislocation. The Panic of 1893 triggered widespread unemployment and intensified debates about poverty and responsibility. Labor conflicts such as the Homestead Strike in 1892 and the Pullman Strike in 1894 exposed tensions between capital and workers, while urban slums dramatized the costs of growth. These conditions shaped public conversations about fair wages, monopolies, and humane business practice. Sheldon’s narrative draws on such realities, presenting ethical dilemmas in commerce, employment, and neighborhood life that echoed contemporary newspaper headlines, inviting readers to consider Christian duty in the face of market pressures and civic need.

The novel belongs to the Social Gospel era, a Protestant movement that urged Christians to apply Jesus’s teachings to societal problems. Earlier voices like Washington Gladden advocated “applied Christianity,” while later figures such as Walter Rauschenbusch systematized its theology. Social Gospel ministers engaged labor questions, housing reform, and public morality within a progressive, reformist ethos. They emphasized solidarity with the poor, institutional reform, and civic responsibility, often working through churches, charities, and municipal initiatives. Sheldon’s story reflects this impulse by foregrounding conscience-guided choices and communal commitments, aligning personal conversion with public ethics rather than treating faith as a purely private, otherworldly concern.

Temperance and moral reform campaigns formed a prominent backdrop. The Woman’s Christian Temperance Union, organized in 1874, and the Anti-Saloon League, founded in 1893, mobilized churches against alcohol’s social harms. Kansas had adopted statewide prohibition in 1881, making the issue pervasive in local politics and pulpit rhetoric during Sheldon’s tenure in Topeka. Moral crusades extended to gambling, prostitution, and Sabbath observance, stressing character and community health. These movements, often led by Protestant women and clergy, shaped congregational life and civic debates that the novel mirrors, raising questions about how believers should act in public and professional spheres where profit and principle collide.

Mass-circulation newspapers were transforming public life in the 1890s, with sensational “yellow” journalism competing against reform-minded reporting. Editors like Joseph Pulitzer and William Randolph Hearst pioneered techniques that could both inform and inflame. Debates over media ethics—advertising practices, accuracy, and the public interest—paralleled broader worries about corporate influence. Sheldon later dramatized these concerns in practice by editing the Topeka Daily Capital for one week in March 1900, pledging to run it as he believed Jesus would. That widely discussed experiment underscored the novel’s preoccupation with honest communication and the power of the press to elevate or degrade civic discourse.

Voluntary associations flourished in the period, offering organizational models for Christian activism. The Young People’s Society of Christian Endeavor (founded 1881) structured lay pledges for service and moral conduct. The YMCA expanded urban ministries, while settlement houses such as Jane Addams’s Hull House (opened 1889 in Chicago) pursued secular–religious partnerships in education and social welfare. Charity Organization Societies sought “scientific” relief. These networks provided language, methods, and expectations for disciplined, communal action that inform the novel’s ethos. Sheldon’s emphasis on vows, mutual accountability, and service reflects the era’s confidence that organized commitment could reform personal habits and reshape neighborhoods.

American Protestantism in the 1890s included a liberal evangelical stream that embraced social reform and optimistic postmillennial hopes that the kingdom of God might advance through human effort. Congregational polity, with local church autonomy, encouraged experimentation in ministry, including story-based sermons. Sheldon crafted In His Steps originally as a serial tale for Sunday evening services, then submitted it for publication through religious presses that specialized in affordable tracts and novels. The book’s didactic form and plain style match a homiletic tradition aimed at moral suasion, inviting readers to practice imitation of Christ in decisions about work, leisure, charity, and civic engagement.

In His Steps quickly entered American religious culture, circulating through churches, Sunday schools, and lending libraries, and the phrase “What would Jesus do?” became a recognizable ethical refrain. Its context is the dawning Progressive Era, when campaigns targeted child labor, municipal corruption, and unsafe workplaces. The novel voices the period’s reformist optimism while critiquing complacency within prosperous churches and businesses. By urging believers to weigh policy, profit, and personal conduct against the example of Jesus, it reflects its age’s confidence in moral example and democratic persuasion, offering a program of conscience-driven reform rather than coercion, and aligning piety with public responsibility.
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"For hereunto were ye called; because Christ also suffered for you, leaving you an example, that ye should follow in his steps."

It was Friday morning and the Rev. Henry Maxwell was trying to finish his Sunday morning sermon. He had been interrupted several times and was growing nervous as the morning wore away, and the sermon grew very slowly toward a satisfactory finish.

"Mary," he called to his wife, as he went upstairs after the last interruption, "if any one comes after this, I wish you would say I am very busy and cannot come down unless it is something very important."

"Yes, Henry. But I am going over to visit the kindergarten and you will have the house all to yourself."

The minister went up into his study and shut the door. In a few minutes he heard his wife go out, and then everything was quiet. He settled himself at his desk with a sigh of relief and began to write. His text was from 1 Peter 2:21[1]: "For hereunto were ye called; because Christ also suffered for you, leaving you an example that ye should follow his steps."

He had emphasized in the first part of the sermon the Atonement as a personal sacrifice, calling attention to the fact of Jesus' suffering in various ways, in His life as well as in His death. He had then gone on to emphasize the Atonement from the side of example, giving illustrations from the life and teachings of Jesus to show how faith in the Christ helped to save men because of the pattern or character He displayed for their imitation. He was now on the third and last point, the necessity of following Jesus in His sacrifice and example.

He had put down "Three Steps. What are they?" and was about to enumerate them in logical order when the bell rang sharply. It was one of those clock-work bells, and always went off as a clock might go if it tried to strike twelve all at once.

Henry Maxwell sat at his desk and frowned a little. He made no movement to answer the bell. Very soon it rang again; then he rose and walked over to one of his windows which commanded the view of the front door. A man was standing on the steps. He was a young man, very shabbily dressed.

"Looks like a tramp," said the minister. "I suppose I'll have to go down and—"

He did not finish his sentence but he went downstairs and opened the front door. There was a moment's pause as the two men stood facing each other, then the shabby-looking young man said:

"I'm out of a job, sir, and thought maybe you might put me in the way of getting something."

"I don't know of anything. Jobs are scarce—" replied the minister, beginning to shut the door slowly.

"I didn't know but you might perhaps be able to give me a line to the city railway or the superintendent of the shops, or something," continued the young man, shifting his faded hat from one hand to the other nervously.

"It would be of no use. You will have to excuse me. I am very busy this morning. I hope you will find something. Sorry I can't give you something to do here. But I keep only a horse and a cow and do the work myself."

The Rev. Henry Maxwell closed the door and heard the man walk down the steps. As he went up into his study he saw from his hall window that the man was going slowly down the street, still holding his hat between his hands. There was something in the figure so dejected, homeless and forsaken that the minister hesitated a moment as he stood looking at it. Then he turned to his desk and with a sigh began the writing where he had left off.

He had no more interruptions, and when his wife came in two hours later the sermon was finished, the loose leaves gathered up and neatly tied together, and laid on his Bible all ready for the Sunday morning service.

"A queer thing happened at the kindergarten this morning, Henry," said his wife while they were eating dinner. "You know I went over with Mrs. Brown to visit the school, and just after the games, while the children were at the tables, the door opened and a young man came in holding a dirty hat in both hands. He sat down near the door and never said a word; only looked at the children. He was evidently a tramp, and Miss Wren and her assistant Miss Kyle were a little frightened at first, but he sat there very quietly and after a few minutes he went out."

"Perhaps he was tired and wanted to rest somewhere. The same man called here, I think. Did you say he looked like a tramp?"

"Yes, very dusty, shabby and generally tramp-like. Not more than thirty or thirty-three years old, I should say."

"The same man," said the Rev. Henry Maxwell thoughtfully.

"Did you finish your sermon, Henry?" his wife asked after a pause.

"Yes, all done. It has been a very busy week with me. The two sermons have cost me a good deal of labor."

"They will be appreciated by a large audience, Sunday, I hope," replied his wife smiling. "What are you going to preach about in the morning?"

"Following Christ. I take up the Atonement under the head of sacrifice and example, and then show the steps needed to follow His sacrifice and example."

"I am sure it is a good sermon. I hope it won't rain Sunday. We have had so many stormy Sundays lately."

"Yes, the audiences have been quite small for some time. People will not come out to church in a storm." The Rev. Henry Maxwell sighed as he said it. He was thinking of the careful, laborious effort he had made in preparing sermons for large audiences that failed to appear.

But Sunday morning dawned on the town of Raymond one of the perfect days that sometimes come after long periods of wind and mud and rain. The air was clear and bracing, the sky was free from all threatening signs, and every one in Mr. Maxwell's parish prepared to go to church. When the service opened at eleven o'clock the large building was filled with an audience of the best-dressed, most comfortable looking people of Raymond.

The First Church of Raymond believed in having the best music that money could buy, and its quartet choir this morning was a source of great pleasure to the congregation. The anthem was inspiring. All the music was in keeping with the subject of the sermon. And the anthem was an elaborate adaptation to the most modern music of the hymn,

"Jesus, I my cross have taken,

All to leave and follow Thee."


Just before the sermon, the soprano sang a solo, the well-known hymn,

"Where He leads me I will follow[1q],

I'll go with Him, with Him, all the way."


Rachel Winslow looked very beautiful that morning as she stood up behind the screen of carved oak which was significantly marked with the emblems of the cross and the crown. Her voice was even more beautiful than her face, and that meant a great deal. There was a general rustle of expectation over the audience as she rose. Mr. Maxwell settled himself contentedly behind the pulpit. Rachel Winslow's singing always helped him. He generally arranged for a song before the sermon. It made possible a certain inspiration of feeling that made his delivery more impressive.

People said to themselves they had never heard such singing even in the First Church. It is certain that if it had not been a church service, her solo would have been vigorously applauded. It even seemed to the minister when she sat down that something like an attempted clapping of hands or a striking of feet on the floor swept through the church. He was startled by it. As he rose, however, and laid his sermon on the Bible, he said to himself he had been deceived. Of course it could not occur. In a few moments he was absorbed in his sermon and everything else was forgotten in the pleasure of his delivery.

No one had ever accused Henry Maxwell of being a dull preacher. On the contrary, he had often been charged with being sensational; not in what he had said so much as in his way of saying it. But the First Church people liked that. It gave their preacher and their parish a pleasant distinction that was agreeable.

It was also true that the pastor of the First Church loved to preach. He seldom exchanged. He was eager to be in his own pulpit when Sunday came. There was an exhilarating half hour for him as he faced a church full of people and know that he had a hearing. He was peculiarly sensitive to variations in the attendance. He never preached well before a small audience. The weather also affected him decidedly. He was at his best before just such an audience as faced him now, on just such a morning. He felt a glow of satisfaction as he went on. The church was the first in the city. It had the best choir. It had a membership composed of the leading people, representatives of the wealth, society and intelligence of Raymond. He was going abroad on a three months vacation in the summer, and the circumstances of his pastorate, his influence and his position as pastor of the First Church in the city—

It is not certain that the Rev. Henry Maxwell knew just how he could carry on that thought in connection with his sermon, but as he drew near the end of it he knew that he had at some point in his delivery had all those feelings. They had entered into the very substance of his thought; it might have been all in a few seconds of time, but he had been conscious of defining his position and his emotions as well as if he had held a soliloquy, and his delivery partook of the thrill of deep personal satisfaction.

The sermon was interesting. It was full of striking sentences. They would have commanded attention printed. Spoken with the passion of a dramatic utterance that had the good taste never to offend with a suspicion of ranting or declamation, they were very effective. If the Rev. Henry Maxwell that morning felt satisfied with the conditions of his pastorate, the First Church also had a similar feeling as it congratulated itself on the presence in the pulpit of this scholarly, refined, somewhat striking face and figure, preaching with such animation and freedom from all vulgar, noisy or disagreeable mannerism.

Suddenly, into the midst of this perfect accord and concord between preacher and audience, there came a very remarkable interruption. It would be difficult to indicate the extent of the shock which this interruption measured. It was so unexpected, so entirely contrary to any thought of any person present that it offered no room for argument or, for the time being, of resistance.

The sermon had come to a close. Mr. Maxwell had just turned the half of the big Bible over upon his manuscript and was about to sit down as the quartet prepared to arise to sing the closing selection,

"All for Jesus, all for Jesus,

All my being's ransomed powers..."


when the entire congregation was startled by the sound of a man's voice. It came from the rear of the church, from one of the seats under the gallery. The next moment the figure of a man came out of the shadow there and walked down the middle aisle.

Before the startled congregation fairly realized what was going on the man had reached the open space in front of the pulpit and had turned about facing the people.

"I've been wondering since I came in here"—they were the words he used under the gallery, and he repeated them—"if it would be just the thing to say a word at the close of the service. I'm not drunk and I'm not crazy, and I am perfectly harmless, but if I die, as there is every likelihood I shall in a few days, I want the satisfaction of thinking that I said my say in a place like this, and before this sort of a crowd."

Henry Maxwell had not taken his seat, and he now remained standing, leaning on his pulpit, looking down at the stranger. It was the man who had come to his house the Friday before, the same dusty, worn, shabby-looking young man. He held his faded hat in his two hands. It seemed to be a favorite gesture. He had not been shaved and his hair was rough and tangled. It is doubtful if any one like this had ever confronted the First Church within the sanctuary. It was tolerably familiar with this sort of humanity out on the street, around the railroad shops, wandering up and down the avenue, but it had never dreamed of such an incident as this so near.

There was nothing offensive in the man's manner or tone. He was not excited and he spoke in a low but distinct voice. Mr. Maxwell was conscious, even as he stood there smitten into dumb astonishment at the event, that somehow the man's action reminded him of a person he had once seen walking and talking in his sleep.

No one in the house made any motion to stop the stranger or in any way interrupt him. Perhaps the first shock of his sudden appearance deepened into a genuine perplexity concerning what was best to do. However that may be, he went on as if he had no thought of interruption and no thought of the unusual element which he had introduced into the decorum of the First Church service. And all the while he was speaking, the minister leaded over the pulpit, his face growing more white and sad every moment. But he made no movement to stop him, and the people sat smitten into breathless silence. One other face, that of Rachel Winslow from the choir, stared white and intent down at the shabby figure with the faded hat. Her face was striking at any time. Under the pressure of the present unheard-of incident it was as personally distinct as if it had been framed in fire.

"I'm not an ordinary tramp, though I don't know of any teaching of Jesus that makes one kind of a tramp less worth saving than another. Do you?" He put the question as naturally as if the whole congregation had been a small Bible class. He paused just a moment and coughed painfully. Then he went on.

"I lost my job ten months ago. I am a printer by trade. The new linotype machines[2] are beautiful specimens of invention, but I know six men who have killed themselves inside of the year just on account of those machines. Of course I don't blame the newspapers for getting the machines. Meanwhile, what can a man do? I know I never learned but the one trade, and that's all I can do. I've tramped all over the country trying to find something. There are a good many others like me. I'm not complaining, am I? Just stating facts. But I was wondering as I sat there under the gallery, if what you call following Jesus is the same thing as what He taught. What did He mean when He said: 'Follow Me!'? The minister said,"—here he turned about and looked up at the pulpit—"that it is necessary for the disciple of Jesus to follow His steps, and he said the steps are 'obedience, faith, love and imitation.' But I did not hear him tell you just what he meant that to mean, especially the last step. What do you Christians mean by following the steps of Jesus?

"I've tramped through this city for three days trying to find a job; and in all that time I've not had a word of sympathy or comfort except from your minister here, who said he was sorry for me and hoped I would find a job somewhere. I suppose it is because you get so imposed on by the professional tramp that you have lost your interest in any other sort. I'm not blaming anybody, am I? Just stating facts. Of course, I understand you can't all go out of your way to hunt up jobs for other people like me. I'm not asking you to; but what I feel puzzled about is, what is meant by following Jesus. What do you mean when you sing 'I'll go with Him, with Him, all the way?' Do you mean that you are suffering and denying yourselves and trying to save lost, suffering humanity just as I understand Jesus did? What do you mean by it? I see the ragged edge of things a good deal. I understand there are more than five hundred men in this city in my case. Most of them have families. My wife died four months ago. I'm glad she is out of trouble. My little girl is staying with a printer's family until I find a job. Somehow I get puzzled when I see so many Christians living in luxury and singing 'Jesus, I my cross have taken, all to leave and follow Thee,' and remember how my wife died in a tenement in New York City, gasping for air and asking God to take the little girl too. Of course I don't expect you people can prevent every one from dying of starvation, lack of proper nourishment and tenement air, but what does following Jesus mean? I understand that Christian people own a good many of the tenements. A member of a church was the owner of the one where my wife died, and I have wondered if following Jesus all the way was true in his case. I heard some people singing at a church prayer meeting the other night,

'All for Jesus, all for Jesus,

All my being's ransomed powers,

All my thoughts, and all my doings,

All my days, and all my hours.'


and I kept wondering as I sat on the steps outside just what they meant by it. It seems to me there's an awful lot of trouble in the world that somehow wouldn't exist if all the people who sing such songs went and lived them out. I suppose I don't understand. But what would Jesus do? Is that what you mean by following His steps? It seems to me sometimes as if the people in the big churches had good clothes and nice houses to live in, and money to spend for luxuries, and could go away on summer vacations and all that, while the people outside the churches, thousands of them, I mean, die in tenements, and walk the streets for jobs, and never have a piano or a picture in the house, and grow up in misery and drunkenness and sin."

The man suddenly gave a queer lurch over in the direction of the communion table and laid one grimy hand on it. His hat fell upon the carpet at his feet. A stir went through the congregation. Dr. West half rose from his pew, but as yet the silence was unbroken by any voice or movement worth mentioning in the audience. The man passed his other hand across his eyes, and then, without any warning, fell heavily forward on his face, full length up the aisle. Henry Maxwell spoke:

"We will consider the service closed."
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Henry Maxwell and a group of his church members remained some time in the study. The man lay on the couch there and breathed heavily. When the question of what to do with him came up, the minister insisted on taking the man to his own house; he lived near by and had an extra room. Rachel Winslow said:

"Mother has no company at present. I am sure we would be glad to give him a place with us."

She looked strongly agitated. No one noticed it particularly. They were all excited over the strange event, the strangest that First Church people could remember. But the minister insisted on taking charge of the man, and when a carriage came the unconscious but living form was carried to his house; and with the entrance of that humanity into the minister's spare room a new chapter in Henry Maxwell's life began, and yet no one, himself least of all, dreamed of the remarkable change it was destined to make in all his after definition of the Christian discipleship.

The event created a great sensation in the First Church parish. People talked of nothing else for a week. It was the general impression that the man had wandered into the church in a condition of mental disturbance caused by his troubles, and that all the time he was talking he was in a strange delirium of fever and really ignorant of his surroundings. That was the most charitable construction to put upon his action. It was the general agreement also that there was a singular absence of anything bitter or complaining in what the man had said. He had, throughout, spoken in a mild, apologetic tone, almost as if he were one of the congregation seeking for light on a very difficult subject.

The third day after his removal to the minister's house there was a marked change in his condition. The doctor spoke of it but offered no hope. Saturday morning he still lingered, although he had rapidly failed as the week drew near its close. Sunday morning, just before the clock struck one, he rallied and asked if his child had come. The minister had sent for her at once as soon as he had been able to secure her address from some letters found in the man's pocket. He had been conscious and able to talk coherently only a few moments since his attack.

"The child is coming. She will be here," Mr. Maxwell said as he sat there, his face showing marks of the strain of the week's vigil; for he had insisted on sitting up nearly every night.

"I shall never see her in this world," the man whispered. Then he uttered with great difficulty the words, "You have been good to me. Somehow I feel as if it was what Jesus would do."

After a few minutes he turned his head slightly, and before Mr. Maxwell could realize the fact, the doctor said quietly, "He is gone."

The Sunday morning that dawned on the city of Raymond was exactly like the Sunday of a week before. Mr. Maxwell entered his pulpit to face one of the largest congregations that had ever crowded the First Church. He was haggard and looked as if he had just risen from a long illness. His wife was at home with the little girl, who had come on the morning train an hour after her father had died. He lay in that spare room, his troubles over, and the minister could see the face as he opened the Bible and arranged his different notices on the side of the desk as he had been in the habit of doing for ten years.

The service that morning contained a new element. No one could remember when Henry Maxwell had preached in the morning without notes. As a matter of fact he had done so occasionally when he first entered the ministry, but for a long time he had carefully written every word of his morning sermon, and nearly always his evening discourses as well. It cannot be said that his sermon this morning was striking or impressive. He talked with considerable hesitation. It was evident that some great idea struggled in his thought for utterance, but it was not expressed in the theme he had chosen for his preaching. It was near the close of his sermon that he began to gather a certain strength that had been painfully lacking at the beginning.

He closed the Bible and, stepping out at the side of the desk, faced his people and began to talk to them about the remarkable scene of the week before.

"Our brother," somehow the words sounded a little strange coming from his lips, "passed away this morning. I have not yet had time to learn all his history. He had one sister living in Chicago. I have written her and have not yet received an answer. His little girl is with us and will remain for the time."

He paused and looked over the house. He thought he had never seen so many earnest faces during his entire pastorate. He was not able yet to tell his people his experiences, the crisis through which he was even now moving. But something of his feeling passed from him to them, and it did not seem to him that he was acting under a careless impulse at all to go on and break to them this morning something of the message he bore in his heart.

So he went on: "The appearance and words of this stranger in the church last Sunday made a very powerful impression on me. I am not able to conceal from you or myself the fact that what he said, followed as it has been by his death in my house, has compelled me to ask as I never asked before 'What does following Jesus mean[2q]?' I am not in a position yet to utter any condemnation of this people or, to a certain extent, of myself, either in our Christ-like relations to this man or the numbers that he represents in the world. But all that does not prevent me from feeling that much that the man said was so vitally true that we must face it in an attempt to answer it or else stand condemned as Christian disciples. A good deal that was said here last Sunday was in the nature of a challenge to Christianity as it is seen and felt in our churches. I have felt this with increasing emphasis every day since.

"And I do not know that any time is more appropriate than the present for me to propose a plan, or a purpose, which has been forming in my mind as a satisfactory reply to much that was said here last Sunday."

Again Henry Maxwell paused and looked into the faces of his people. There were some strong, earnest men and women in the First Church.

He could see Edward Norman, editor of the Raymond DAILY NEWS. He had been a member of the First Church for ten years.

No man was more honored in the community. There was Alexander Powers, superintendent of the great railroad shops in Raymond, a typical railroad man, one who had been born into the business. There sat Donald Marsh, president of Lincoln College[4], situated in the suburbs of Raymond. There was Milton Wright, one of the great merchants of Raymond, having in his employ at least one hundred men in various shops. There was Dr. West who, although still comparatively young, was quoted as authority in special surgical cases. There was young Jasper Chase the author, who had written one successful book and was said to be at work on a new novel. There was Miss Virginia Page the heiress, who through the recent death of her father had inherited a million at least, and was gifted with unusual attractions of person and intellect. And not least of all, Rachel Winslow, from her seat in the choir, glowed with her peculiar beauty of light this morning because she was so intensely interested in the whole scene.

There was some reason, perhaps, in view of such material in the First Church, for Henry Maxwell's feeling of satisfaction whenever he considered his parish as he had the previous Sunday. There was an unusually large number of strong, individual characters who claimed membership there. But as he noted their faces this morning he was simply wondering how many of them would respond to the strange proposition he was about to make. He continued slowly, taking time to choose his words carefully, and giving the people an impression they had never felt before, even when he was at his best with his most dramatic delivery.

"What I am going to propose now is something which ought not to appear unusual or at all impossible of execution. Yet I am aware that it will be so regarded by a large number, perhaps, of the members of this church. But in order that we may have a thorough understanding of what we are considering, I will put my proposition very plainly, perhaps bluntly. I want volunteers from the First Church who will pledge themselves, earnestly and honestly for an entire year, not to do anything without first asking the question, 'What would Jesus do?' And after asking that question, each one will follow Jesus as exactly as he knows how, no matter what the result may be. I will of course include myself in this company of volunteers, and shall take for granted that my church here will not be surprised at my future conduct, as based upon this standard of action, and will not oppose whatever is done if they think Christ would do it. Have I made my meaning clear? At the close of the service I want all those members who are willing to join such a company to remain and we will talk over the details of the plan. Our motto will be, 'What would Jesus do?' Our aim will be to act just as He would if He was in our places, regardless of immediate results. In other words, we propose to follow Jesus' steps as closely and as literally as we believe He taught His disciples to do. And those who volunteer to do this will pledge themselves for an entire year, beginning with today, so to act."

Henry Maxwell paused again and looked out over his people. It is not easy to describe the sensation that such a simple proposition apparently made. Men glanced at one another in astonishment. It was not like Henry Maxwell to define Christian discipleship in this way. There was evident confusion of thought over his proposition. It was understood well enough, but there was, apparently, a great difference of opinion as to the application of Jesus' teaching and example.

He calmly closed the service with a brief prayer. The organist began his postlude immediately after the benediction and the people began to go out. There was a great deal of conversation. Animated groups stood all over the church discussing the minister's proposition. It was evidently provoking great discussion. After several minutes he asked all who expected to remain to pass into the lecture-room which joined the large room on the side. He was himself detained at the front of the church talking with several persons there, and when he finally turned around, the church was empty. He walked over to the lecture-room entrance and went in. He was almost startled to see the people who were there. He had not made up his mind about any of his members, but he had hardly expected that so many were ready to enter into such a literal testing of their Christian discipleship as now awaited him. There were perhaps fifty present, among them Rachel Winslow and Virginia Page, Mr. Norman, President Marsh, Alexander Powers the railroad superintendent, Milton Wright, Dr. West and Jasper Chase.

He closed the door of the lecture-room and went and stood before the little group. His face was pale and his lips trembled with genuine emotion. It was to him a genuine crisis in his own life and that of his parish. No man can tell until he is moved by the Divine Spirit what he may do, or how he may change the current of a lifetime of fixed habits of thought and speech and action. Henry Maxwell did not, as we have said, yet know himself all that he was passing through, but he was conscious of a great upheaval in his definition of Christian discipleship, and he was moved with a depth of feeling he could not measure as he looked into the faces of those men and women on this occasion.

It seemed to him that the most fitting word to be spoken first was that of prayer. He asked them all to pray with him. And almost with the first syllable he uttered there was a distinct presence of the Spirit felt by them all. As the prayer went on, this presence grew in power. They all felt it. The room was filled with it as plainly as if it had been visible. When the prayer closed there was a silence that lasted several moments. All the heads were bowed. Henry Maxwell's face was wet with tears. If an audible voice from heaven had sanctioned their pledge to follow the Master's steps, not one person present could have felt more certain of the divine blessing. And so the most serious movement ever started in the First Church of Raymond was begun.

"We all understand," said he, speaking very quietly, "what we have undertaken to do. We pledge ourselves to do everything in our daily lives after asking the question, 'What would Jesus do?' regardless of what may be the result to us. Some time I shall be able to tell you what a marvelous change has come over my life within a week's time. I cannot now. But the experience I have been through since last Sunday has left me so dissatisfied with my previous definition of Christian discipleship that I have been compelled to take this action. I did not dare begin it alone. I know that I am being led by the hand of divine love in all this. The same divine impulse must have led you also.

"Do we understand fully what we have undertaken?"

"I want to ask a question," said Rachel Winslow. Every one turned towards her. Her face glowed with a beauty that no physical loveliness could ever create.

"I am a little in doubt as to the source of our knowledge concerning what Jesus would do. Who is to decide for me just what He would do in my case? It is a different age. There are many perplexing questions in our civilization that are not mentioned in the teachings of Jesus. How am I going to tell what He would do?"

"There is no way that I know of," replied the pastor, "except as we study Jesus through the medium of the Holy Spirit. You remember what Christ said speaking to His disciples about the Holy Spirit: 'Howbeit when he, the Spirit of truth, is come, he shall guide you into all the truth: for he shall not speak from himself; but what things soever he shall hear, these shall he speak: and he shall declare unto you the things that are to come. He shall glorify me; for he shall take of mine, and shall declare it unto you. All things whatsoever the Father hath are mine: therefore said I, that he taketh of mine, and shall declare it unto you.' There is no other test that I know of. We shall all have to decide what Jesus would do after going to that source of knowledge."

"What if others say of us, when we do certain things, that Jesus would not do so?" asked the superintendent of railroads.

"We cannot prevent that. But we must be absolutely honest with ourselves. The standard of Christian action cannot vary in most of our acts."

"And yet what one church member thinks Jesus would do, another refuses to accept as His probable course of action. What is to render our conduct uniformly Christ-like? Will it be possible to reach the same conclusions always in all cases?" asked
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